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N adya P i t t e n d r ig h
T he  N ext G enera l
This p a r t  of m e  sews w i t h  stiff shoulders  on t h e  ice 
barge.
I jus t  w a n t  it  done .
The  cap ta in  labors n e x t  door  t r a d i n g  l igh t  fish for 
heavy  ones  
in darkness .  W e  a r e n ’t p ressed  for t im e  
and  c a n ’t s tay aw ay  f rom each  o th e r  on deck;  
w e  h i t  t h e  iceberg .  At b a t h in g  t i m e  w e  str ip 
w i th  t h e  l igh t  snuffed; I can smell t h e m  l i f t ing  
w eigh ts .
T he  hands  g a t h e r  to toss a coup le  of c ra tes  ou t  on t h e  
surface;
But t h e  ice w o n ’t crack.  T h e  box,  says t h e  captain ,  
looks l ike a s e t t l e m e n t  ou t  th e re .  T h en  bu rn  it! And 
th e  surface melts .
D ow ntow n,  sm oke  ju m p e r s  a r r ive  on aw nings ,  o th e rs  
pack  t h e  alleys.
T h e y ’re  all inv i ted  in t h r o u g h  various  back  doors, 
even tua lly.
M y b r o th e r  is g o n e
and I’ve been  r u n n i n g  t h e  t e n a n t  houses;
I may  have t h e  deed  s o m e w h e r e  in m y  clothes.
Here  com es  t h e  vi l lage doctor .
At least  f ifty g r e e n  bott les
h a n g  on s t r ings  a round  t h e  porch;  I tell  h e r  i t ’s l ike a 
sombrero .
The  muffin t in  she  offers is only  par t  of h e r  
col lect ion.
C u t B ank
I apo log ize  because  m y  h an d s  a re  b lack  f rom 
g a r d e n i n g .  I tell  her ,
I w as  bo rn  on  Z i a n t e  Road,  bu t  m y  p a r e n t s  w e r e  
r e n t i n g  t h e  house.
Six m o n t h s  a f te r  t h e  b i r t h  m y  p a r e n t s  f inal ly  n a m e d  
m e  Z ian te .
T h e  re s t  c ro w d  in. “Am I t h e  m ayor?”
I tel l t h e m  m y  job  is i n s c r i b in g  in fo rm a t io n  in t h e  
u p p e r  left  c o r n e r  of post  cards.
I ask th e m ,  “H ow  can  I he lp  you?”
C u t B ank
